at the spectators and, seeing the eyes of many wet
with tears, wonder disgustedly how people could bring
themselves to vulgarize the most painful 3 holy, or
solemn moments in man's life; and, when the audience
broke out into applause, he would have liked to shout:
"Well lied!"
After the play he would accompany Lavarenne up the
Boulevard Sebastopol, leave Mm at the rue Reaumur,
and make his way home. At this time of night everyone
would be asleep, and he would creep noiselessly up to
his father's study, light the lamp (often the glass was
still warm) and arrange his own papers on top of the
scattered documents on the desk.
He had got to the point of Jeanne Rouves* return to
Saint-Loup. She was alone, despairing, and yet not
entirely without hope. In his first version this period
of waiting had been merely indicated, but he found
now that he had only to turn his eyes inwards to dis-
cover ready at hand all the elements required for a more
detailed description. His lassitude, indeed, was so dis-
solvent and so profound that it seemed to bring about
a disintegration of his own being. And what an ad-
mission of weariness lay in the feeling that, whatever
reward the future might bring, the bitterness of the
present could never be effaced.
With his father's pen (how annoyed his father always
was next day to find it ruined) he wrote with careful
deliberation sentences in which, for the first time,
thought and expression were immutably married. Some-
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